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HAIR  IN  THE  SINK 

Same  thing  today 

as  yesterday. 
Morning  coffee  and  a  smoke. 
Old  man's  cough  on  the  way 
to  the  bathroom. 
Look  in  the  mirror  and  snarl. 

Pick  up  the  brush. 
Drop  it  like  a  serpent. 

Long  curly  hairs  waving  from 
the  bristles,  not  mine. 
More  of  the  same  in  the  sink. 
Shower  and  try  waking  up. 
Look  at  the  soap  in  my  hand 
wrapped  by  one  long  hair. 
Stifle  a  scream. 
She  took  everything  else  away 

at  least  a  week  ago. 
But  the  reminders  of  her 

linger 
Like  unclaimed  baggage 

in  the  airport. 
Hair  in  the  sink. 

Neel  Farrar 


^LL-h 


Shannon  Manthey 


THE  IMPERMANENCE  OF  PERMANENTS 


It  seems  like  just  yesterday  that  I  got 
my  first  permanent  wave.  As  a  matter  of 
fact,  it  was  just  yesterday,  although  it's  an 
idea  I  have  been  toying  with  ever  since  I 
returned  from  a  trip  to  Italy.  After  making 
my  best  effort  to  absorb  the  culture  and  the 
mood  of  Italy,  I  thought  I  should  be  looking 
rather  Italian.  I  had  a  new  Italian  leather 
jacket  and  a  sleek  black  pair  of  boots.  As  I 
looked  in  the  mirror,  though,  I  realized  that 
something  was  still  missing  from  the  pic- 
ture. Suddenly,  the  answer  dawned  on  me. 
The  problem  was  my  dull,  lifeless  hair.  For- 
tunately, it  was  a  problem  that  could  be 
easily  solved.  I  headed  straight  for  the 
phone  and  made  an  appointment  to  get  my 
hair  cut  and  permed  as  soon  as  possible. 

When  the  day  of  my  appointment  final- 
ly arrived,  I  was  very  nervous.  Before  leav- 
ing for  the  appointment,  I  bid  farewell  to  all 
of  my  friends,  in  case  I  chose  to  go  into  seclu- 
sion after  the  experience  was  over.  As  I 
drove  toward  the  hair  salon,  I  became  even 
more  terrified.  Seeing  the  expression  on  my 
hairdresser  Alex's  face  did  nothing  to  ease 
my  fear.  To  the  public  eye,  it  was  a  look  of 
excitement.  Looking  deeper,  though,  I  sensed 
the  pathological  urge  of  a  man  who  couldn't 
wait  to  attack  my  hair  with  potent  chemi- 
cals. I  shuddered  at  the  thought.  Alex,  ap- 
parently sensing  my  panic,  flashed  a  gleam- 
ing smile  at  me.  "Are  you  nervous?"  he 
asked. 

Quickly  collecting  my  thoughts,  I 
assured  him,  "No,  of  course  not!"  Then, 
hesitantly,  I  added,  "Why?  Should  I  be?" 

Removing  the  styrofoam  cup  of  coke 
from  my  hand,  he  responded,  "No,  your  per- 
manent will  be  beautiful,  but  .  .  .  you  just 
seem  a  little  nervous  — that  is  all."  As  a 
warm  flush  swept  across  my  cheeks,  I  real- 
ized that  my  cup  of  coke  now  had  at  least 
fifty  tiny  pieces  of  shredded  styrofoam  float- 


ing in  it.  Embarrassed,  I  slid  the  styrofoam 
shred  still  in  my  hand  deep  down  into  my 
pocket. 

Next,  I  was  entrusted  to  the  care  of  a 
big,  smiling  black  lady.  She  looked  harmless 
in  her  pink  flowered  smock,  but  her  smile 
was  a  little  too  big  for  comfort.  I  suspected  a 
conspiracy  between  her  and  Alex.  "Honey!" 
she  boomed.  "You're  gonna  hafta  tek  that 
purty  dress  off  if  you  don't  wanna  get  it  all 
rurnt  and  bleached  out  by  them  chemicals!" 
Throwing  a  prison-gray  smock  in  my  face, 
she  pointed  me  toward  a  dressing  room. 

Obediently,  I  retired  my  thick  sweater 
dress  to  a  hanger  and  slipped  into  the  thin 
gray  smock.  My  fingers  fumbled  for  the  but- 
tons. Looking  down,  I  realized  that  buttons 
were  one  crucial  item  that  this  garment  was 
missing.  Leaning  my  head  outside  the  door, 
I  summoned  the  woman.  "Excuse  me, 
ma'am,"  I  said.  "This  smock  doesn't  have 
any  buttons." 

Before  I  knew  what  was  happening,  the 
woman  was  in  the  dressing  room  with  me. 
"Heah  you  go,  hon!"  she  offered  as  she 
bustled  out.  I  looked  down  at  my  smock  in 
horror.  The  woman  had  fastened  it  all  the 
way  down  the  front  with  brightly-colored 
plastic  butterfly  clips! 

Reluctantly,  I  left  the  safe  haven  of  the 
dressing  room  to  meet  my  doom.  Shaking 
my  head  with  all  the  might  of  an  earthquake, 
the  woman  lathered  my  hair  with  shampoo 
and  rinsed  it.  With  a  big  smile  still  gleaming 
on  her  face,  she  delivered  me  to  Alex  for  the 
final  torture. 

"It  is  going  to  be  so  bea-UU-tiful!"  Alex 
assured  me  as  he  began  rolling  my  hair  in 
bright,  plastic  rollers.  I  smiled  wanly,  I  had 
to  admit  — I  had  my  doubts  at  this  point. 

After  my  hair  was  rolled,  Alex  wrapped 
cotton    all    over    my    hairline    to   keep    the 


chemicals  from  burning  my  face.  Since  he 
had  decided  not  to  perm  my  bangs,  he  put 
them  in  a  ponytail  which  sprouted  off  my 
forehead  in  a  most  unattractive  manner.  As 
he  appHed  the  chemicals  to  my  hair,  he  ex- 
plained the  process  of  perming  to  me.  "We 
will  leave  the  solution  on  for  exactly  fifteen 
minutes,"  he  said.  "Timing  is  very  crucial." 
He  set  the  timer  in  front  of  me  for  exactly 
fifteen  minutes  and  began  cleaning  up  his 
station. 

Restlessly,  I  began  studying  the  room 
around  me.  A  good-looking  young  man  wait- 
ing to  have  his  hair  cut  on  the  other  side  of 
the  room  seemed  to  be  staring  at  me. 
Naturally,  I  was  flattered.  I  smiled  ever  so 
slightly  at  him.  He  began  to  laugh.  This  was 
not  the  response  I  had  hoped  for.  As  I  looked 
in  the  mirror,  I  felt  foolish.  I  had  a  headful  of 
plastic  curlers  in  three  primary  colors  and  a 
sprig  of  hair  stemming  from  the  cotton  on 
my  forehead,  not  to  mention  my  lovely  gray 
smock  with  the  decorative  butterfly  clips.  I 
was  being  stared  at  like  a  side-show  freak  at 
the  circus!  Needless  to  say,  I  was  no  longer 
flattered. 

Suddenly,  my  thoughts  were  inter- 
rupted by  commotion  in  the  front  of  the 
shop.  To  my  shock,  a  belly  dancer  was  mak- 
ing her  way  toward  me!  Then,  everybody  in 
the  shop  began  singing  "Happy  Birthday"  to 
Alex.  Alex  shook  his  head  and  laughed  as 
the  belly  dancer  wrapped  one  of  her  veils 
around  him. 

As  I  watched  the  timer  tick  toward  the 
fifteen  minute  mark,  I  began  to  panic.  Ob- 
viously, everyone  had  forgotten  that  which  I 


considered  to  be  the  major  priority  in  the 
shop  —  my  hair.  Although  the  soft  buzz  of  my 
timer  did  not  dampen  the  spirits  of  the  belly 
dancer,  Alex  did  relieve  me  by  returning 
faithfully  to  my  side  within  seconds.  I  was 
beginning  to  feel  a  little  more  secure  in  the 
hands  of  Alex. 

In  almost  no  time  at  all,  Alex  unrolled 
my  hair  and  transformed  my  wet  mop  of 
curls  into  a  mass  of  full,  shining  waves.  "You 
will  be  so  bea-UU-tiful!"  he  said  again,  as  he 
scrunched  my  hair  in  his  hands  and  turned 
me  toward  the  mirror.  Quietly,  he  stood 
back  waiting  for  my  reaction. 

I  thought  I  liked  it,  but  it  took  a  minute 
for  me  to  recognize  myself  in  the  reflection. 
"Do  I  look  Italian?"  I  asked  hopefully. 

"You  look  French,"  he  chided,  referring 
to  his  own  native  background.  "French  is 
better." 

My  nervousness  had  suddenly  gone 
away.  In  fact,  I  couldn't  remember  why  I  had 
been  so  scared  in  the  first  place.  As  I  pulled 
the  butterfly  clips  off  my  smock  and  changed 
into  my  dress,  I  even  smiled  to  myself.  I 
didn't  look  like  a  side-show  freak  any  more. 
Although  I  had  been  through  torture  for  the 
past  two  hours,  it  was  all  over.  Suddenly,  I 
realized  that  nothing  in  life  was  really  per- 
manent—even permanents  themselves. 

As  I  wished  Alex  "Happy  Birthday!"  on 
my  way  out,  his  smile  didn't  seem  quite  so 
menacing  any  more. 

Stephanie  Stabler 


Bobby  Gilbert 


Collin  Asmus 


DAYBREAK 

Violent  darkness  enshrouds  the  misshapen  day. 

Rats  pad  through  the  streets  where 

Cats  once  reigned. 

They  squeal  with  full  mealy  mouths. 

The  orange  steam  rises 

Through  cracks  in  the  street. 

Strands  of  sinewy  muscles  pop 

Under  dull  mutant  claws. 

Our  eyes  are  swallowed  by  our  willing  skulls, 

Shallow,  twitching  survivors. 

Yesterday  is  erased  by  the  insolent  hum. 

Today  is  real. 

And  red. 

And  growing  black. 

Caroline  Hopkins 
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Rachel  Southworth 


Expression  No.  1 
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THE  INTRUDER 


An  intruder  broke  in.  Actually  he  didn't 
"break  in";  rather  he  saw  an  open  door  and 
jumped  at  the  chance.  There  were  valuables 
lying  everywhere  in  sight  — I  had  not 
thought  to  hide  them.  I  could  not  imagine 
that  someone  would  just  come  in  and  rudely 
trample  over  things  so  precious  to  me.  But 
someone  did  — and  I  caught  him.  Seeing  the 
damage  that  had  been  done  while  I  was 
away,  I  tried  to  fix  it.  I  caught  the  intruder 
cruel-hearted  and  I  pleaded  with  him  to  help 
me  clear  the  mess.  I  naively  thought  that  if 
he  saw  my  vulnerability,  he  would  not  only 
help  me  get  things  back  in  order  but  would 
stay  to  protect  me  from  other  vandals.  In- 
stead, he  excused  himself  from  the  shambles 
he'd  created  and  fled. 

I  became  more  cautious  after  the  in- 
truder left.  I  hid  most  of  my  valuables  away 
and  only  left  out  my  sturdier  possessions 
which  were  accustomed  to  everyday  wear 
and  tear.  This  made  my  place  look  just  like 
everyone  else's  though,  and  I  needed  to  be 


different  somehow.  So  one  day  I  invited  a 
visitor  over.  I  brought  out  a  few  ornaments 
to  show  him.  He  liked  them,  so  as  time  went 
on  I  brought  out  more  and  more  valuable 
things  to  entrust  in  his  care.  Then  one  day  I 
noticed  that  he  had  let  them  rust  and  had  let 
grime  settle  on  my  things.  He  had  made  a 
ruin  of  my  place  while  I  was  once  again  off  in 
another  world.  When  I  hesitantly  mentioned 
straightening  up  the  mess,  he  replied  that 
he  had  better  things  to  do  and  slammed  out 
of  the  door. 

Dejected,  I  returned  my  once-shiny 
possessions,  now  covered  with  dust,  to  their 
hiding  places  so  no  one  else  could  hurt  them. 
My  humor  and  wit  went  on  the  top  shelf  of  a 
dark  closet,  while  my  innocence  and  sin- 
cerity were  were  put  in  the  drawer.  My  self- 
esteem  went  into  the  waste-basket.  I  board- 
ed up  the  front  door  and  threw  away  the 
keys,  which  no  longer  worked  anyway. 

Lynn  Arnold 
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Ted  Haigler 
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Tom  Moss 
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To  a  stranger, 

I  am  the  gallant  Knight 

Honest  and 

Bold, 

Humble 

Right. 


But 


0,  to  my  lover, 

I  am  the  early  Morning  Mist 

Quiet  and 

Distant, 

Murky 

Abyss. 


Pamela  Fink 
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Grey  canopy  of  accusing  fingers 

Shy  yellow  pale  leaves;  cracks  bleeding  black  sap 

Warm  one  day;  bare  after  a  night  wind 

I  stand  shaking  in  the  morning, 

Watching,  the  leaf  strands  brushed  across  my  shoes 

And  I  am  surprised  at  the  suddenness  of  change 

Like  the  time  you  cut  your  knee 

Falling  in  a  touseled  sKck  on  the  steps. 

This  was  revealing,  the  blood  not  mine. 

Not  there  before,  not  until  you  broke  your  skin. 

Not  unlike  the  leaves  falling,  overnight,  without  explanation. 

A  friend  tells  me  they  remove  as  one. 

One  night  changing  all.  You  bleed  a  happy  wound, 

The  limbs  clatter,  she  leaves  me,  I  cry 

Is  there  no  control? 

Judy  Ranelli 
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30  YEARS  OF  RATIONALIZATION 

Jesus  is 

A  bastard, 

The  product 

Of  a  One 

Night  stand.  I 

Am  a  raped  Virgin; 

His  Father  only 

A  dream 

To  me,  interpreted 

By  an  impersonal 

Go-between. 

This  dream  I  was  forced 

To  beUeve 

Because  I  could 

Not  understand. 

I  was  forced 

So  that  I 

Could  live. 

"Behold 
The  Hand 

Maiden 
Of  God." 

Teresa  Reed 
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Michelle  Gibson 
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OINK  OINK 


Don't  let  me  eat  a  lot,"  I  announced, 
breathing  in  the  luscious  aroma  of  lasagna 
wafting  through  the  kitchen.  This  favorite 
meal  of  mine  would  not  be  complete  without 
warm  buttered  Italian  bread  with  garlic 
sprinkled  on  top.  A  tossed  salad  with  crisp, 
green  leaves  and  cherry  red  tomatoes  com- 
pleted this  feast.  Smelling  all  these  aromas 
stimulated  my  senses.  I  was  psyched  to  eat. 

My  family  gathered  around  the  table. 
My  sister,  brother  and  I  plunked  ourselves 
down  in  our  seats  and  resisted  the  urge  to 
devour  this  special  meal  until  a  quick  bless- 
ing was  recited.  This  ritual  always  added  an 
intensity  to  our  anticipation.  The  scent  of 
tomatoes  and  garHc  teased  our  nostrils  as 
we  waited  for  the  go-ahead  to  begin  eating. 
Blessing  over,  napkin  in  lap,  heart  palpitat- 
ing, I  grasped  the  stainless  steel  fork  in  my 
hand  and  guided  its  way  through  the  layers 
of  ricotta  cheese,  noodles,  and  sauces.  Steam 
poured  from  the  crevice  the  fork  created.  A 
clump  of  lasagna  was  on  my  fork.  I  ma- 
neuvered it  closer  and  closer  to  my  lips.  And 
then  they  began. 

"Moo." 

"Oink,  oink." 

"Sueeeeeey  pig,  pig,  pig." 


The  lasagna  fell  off  my  fork.  Burning 
tears  pierced  my  eyes.  The  Fat  Sounds 
again.  Instead  of  being  a  teenager  in  a 
suburban  dining  room,  I  felt  as  if  I  were  a 
sow  slopping  down  her  nightly  meal  in  the 
barn. 

"Make  them  stop,  Mom."  Unsym- 
pathetically,  she  asked  me  to  remember  my 
request  they  not  let  me  eat  too  much. 

"Oink,  oink,  oink,  OINK,  oink."  My 
brother  and  sister  chimed  in  unison  as  their 
oldest  sibling  lost  her  dignity  and  her  ap- 
petite. Even  my  baby  brother  grinned  from 
his  highchair  as  he  beat  a  piece  of  garlic 
bread  against  his  plate. 

"MMMMMmmmmmooooooOOOOOO." 

"Mooooooooooo,"  echoed  Michael  from 
his  highchair. 

"Michael  learned  a  new  word,"  my 
mother  beamed. 

As  the  attention  focused  on  Michael,  I 
popped  a  tasteless  mound  of  lasagna  in  my 
mouth.  After  pushing  the  plate  of  lasagna 
and  bread  out  of  my  way,  I  stabbed  a  lettuce 
leaf,  shoved  it  in  my  mouth  and  ingested  it 
like  a  cow  chewing  her  cud. 

Suzy  Hornung 
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WISHING  AND  WAITING 

As  I  stare  at  the  clock 

I  think  of  your  smile 

Wishing  and  waiting 

It's  been  a  long  while 

Since  I've  held  you,  touched  you 

Looked  in  your  eyes 

I  can't  handle  this  feehng 

I'm  sick  of  the  goodbyes 

As  the  clock  slowly  moves 

Thoughts  are  racing  through  my  mind 

Just  to  hold  you  again 

Is  a  race  against  time 

It's  a  feeling  I've  lived  with  but 

I  haven't  gotten  used  to  the  fact 

I  miss  you,  I  love  you 

But  you're  not  moving  back 

I  glance  down  at  my  watch 

Only  minutes  it's  been 

Wishing  and  waiting 

Til  I  hold  you  again! 

Chris  Lee 
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Mari  Whetstone 
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Suzanne  Schmith 
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AU  COURANT 

What  a  marvelous  thing  — The  Wind. 

It  can  blow  In  Mexico  and  eventually, 
I  will  feel  it  wherever  I  am. 

It  brings  me  renewed  air 

that  thousands  of  strangers  have  breathed 

before  me. 

It  compels  blades  of  grass 
to  gossip  in  hushed  tones. 

It  eases  me  into  dreamy  sleep 
by  racing  past  my  window 
and  darting  between 
the  scpeen 
and  the  glass. 

Best  of  all  when  fierce, 
it  erases  footprints 
so  that  afterwards, 
the  beach  is  mine  again. 

Heather  A.  West 
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TONIGHT  IS  ENOUGH 


I  sank  down  deeper  in  the  big  soft  mat- 
tress, pulling  a  stack  of  brightly  colored 
patchwork  quilts  underneath  my  chin. 
Fascinated,  I  outlined  the  giant  blue  plaid 
flowers  on  the  top  one  with  my  fingertips  as 
I  waited  for  Grandma  to  take  down  her  hair 
for  bed.  I  kept  close  check  on  my  best  doll 
Tammy,  whose  care  had  been  entrusted  to 
Grandpa's  other  arm  for  the  night.  "Grand- 
pa!" I  fussed.  "You're  not  singing  to  Tammy 
like  you  promised!" 

A  shiny  copy  oi Reader's  Digest  slapped 
the  floor  as  my  grandfather's  deep,  strong 
voice  broke  into  music.  "Turn  around  and 
you're  tiny,  turn  around  and  you're  grown, 
turn  around  and  you're  a  young  lass  with 
babes  of  your  own  .  .  ." 

I  didn't  understand  exactly  what  the 
words  to  the  song  meant,  but  I  knew  there  was 
nothing  in  the  world  more  beautiful  than  the 
sound  of  my  grandfather's  voice.  Even  at  the 
tender  age  of  seven  I  was  firmly  convinced 
that  I  had  the  most  wonderfully  talented 
grandparents  in  the  world.  After  all,  my 
grandpa  knew  how  to  build  all  sorts  of  Barbie 
doll  furniture,  and  he  even  had  a  special 
hobby  of  caning  wicker  chairs.  Grandma 
stayed  even  busier,  baking  cakes  and  pies 
and  playing  the  most  beautiful  tunes  on  the 
piano  when  her  arthritis  wasn't  acting  up. 
What  I  enjoyed  most  of  all,  though,  was  my 
grandma's  magical  owl-calling  talent.  Noth- 
ing was  more  entertaining  than  sitting  in 
the  back  porch  swing  with  my  grandpa  as 
Grandma  and  the  mysterious  tree  owls 
hooted  back  and  forth  to  each  other.  Indeed 
there  was  nowhere  in  the  world  that  I  loved 
better  than  Grandma  and  Grandpa's  farm. 
There  was  nowhere  that  I'd  rather  be  than 
snuggled  right  where  I  was,  between  Grand- 
ma and  Grandpa  in  their  big  feather  bed. 

"Petticoats  and  dirndles  now  all  are 
gone,  turn  around  and  you're  a  young  lass 


with  babes  of  your  own." 

"Isn't  that  the  truth,  Lamar?"  Grandma 
exclaimed  as  she  slowly  climbed  into  the 
already  warm  bed.  Turning  to  me  she  con- 
tinued, "Did  you  realize  what  a  big  girl  you 
have  grown  to  be?" 

Big  enough  to  spend  a  week  working  on 
a  farm,"  Grandpa  teased. 

"You  just  hush  up.  You  know  Stephanie 
wants  to  ride  into  town  with  me  and  shop. 
She  loves  me  more  than  you!  Isn't  that  right, 
honey?"  she  laughed. 

"I  love  you  both  exactly  the  same!"  I 
countered. 

"And  how  much  is  that?"  Grandpa 
asked. 

Holding  my  tiny  arms  apart  as  far  as  I 
could  possibly  stretch  them,  I  gave  them  the 
same  delightful  answer  they  were  waiting 
for:  "This  much!"  My  response  was  reward- 
ed by  the  same  abundance  of  hugs  and  kisses 
that  this  ritual  always  merited.  "How  much 
do  you  love  ME?"  I  responded  almost  on  cue. 

"All  the  way  to  the  sky!"  my  grand- 
father responded,  majestically  sweeping  his 
hand  toward  the  ceiling. 

Gigghng,  I  snuggled  deep  into  the 
covers  and  closed  my  eyes.  That  night  it 
would  be  enough  to  know  that  Grandma  and 
Grandpa  would  be  waking  me  up  to  a  bright 
sunshiny  morning  and  that  tomorrow  would 
be  much  the  same  as  today. 

Tonight,  as  tears  blur  the  miles  from 
Birmingham  to  Montgomery,  I  cannot  be 
sure  what  the  future  holds,  for  my  grand- 
father especially.  Over  and  over  like  a 
warped  record,  my  mind  replays  the  earlier 
telephone  conversation  with  my  parents. 
"There's  really  nothing  that  can  be  done 
anymore.  He's  not  strong  enough  to  with- 
stand another  operation." 
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"But  Mom!  There  has  to  be  something! 
They  can  — They  can  —  "  Frantically,  I  searched 
for  answers. 

"No,  Stephanie,  nothing!  We've  been 
through  this  over  and  over  with  the  doctors. 
His  heart  valve  is  leaking  and  gradually  the 
size  of  the  hole  will  increase.  This  gives  him 
some  time  at  least.  Another  operation  would 
kill  him." 

"Shouldn't  they  at  least  keep  him  at  the 
hospital  so  they  can  save  him  if  his  heart 
fails?"  I  argued. 

My  mother's  voice  quivered  as  she  care- 
fully chose  her  next  words.  "There's  nothing 
they  can  do  to  save  him  if— when  that  hap- 
pens. He  might  as  well  spend  his  last  — this 
time  in  his  life  with  his  loved  ones.  I  think 
this  might  be  a  good  weekend  for  you  to 
come  home.  I  know  it's  late,  but  maybe  if  you 
could  come  tomorrow?" 

Only  then  did  I  realize  what  we  were 
facing.  "I'll  be  home  tonight.  Mom!  Give  me 
two  hours  — I'll  be  there!" 

"All  right.  Be  careful,  it's  raining.  Good- 
bye." 

"Wait,  Mom!"  I  blurted.  "I  love  you." 

A  moment  of  silence  passed,  then  a 
shaky  "I  love  you,  too,"  then  a  hollow,  uncar- 
ing dial  tone. 

The  bold  "Welcome  to  Montgomery" 
sign  seems  different  as  I  drive  past  this 
time.  Even  my  house  seems  older  and  more 
forlorn.  I  hesitate  before  opening  the  door  to 
my  old  room,  the  room  where  my  grand- 
father now  lies  sleeping.  As  I  turn  and  push 
on  the  cloudy  glass  doorknob,  the  door  slow- 
ly creaks  open,  casting  an  eerie  light  on  my 
white  iron  bed.  Softly  I  creep  to  the  side  of 
the  bed  and  peer  into  my  grandfather's 
tired,  wrinkled  face.  His  bagging  eyelids  are 
closed  in  a  contended  slumber.  In  fact,  his 
expression   reminds   me   of  the   corpselike 


smile  I  had  seen  my  grandmother  wear  on 
the  days  just  before  her  death.  Horrified, 
my  eyes  leap  to  his  chest,  and  I  sigh  as  I 
finally  observe  the  peaceful  rise  and  fall  of 
the  worn  squares  of  patchwork  which  cover 
it.  Somehow  feeling  much  older  and  wiser,  I 
brush  my  lips  against  my  grandfather's 
cheek  just  before  the  tears  start. 

"Hi,  there!"  Grandpa  mumbles.  "How's 
'Southern?  Making  straight  A's  as  usual?" 

I  softly  laugh  as  I  decide  not  to  remind 
him  that  I  haven't  made  straight  A's  in  six 
years. 

"I  really  would  like  to  get  up  to 
'Southern  sometime  soon  to  visit.  I  wonder 
if  all  the  old  buildings  are  still  the  same  .  .  . 
You  know,  it's  been  sixty  years  .  .  .  Yes,  I  do 
want  to  come  sometime  real  .  .  ."  His  voice 
fades  into  a  weak  cough. 

A  hot  tear  rolls  off  my  chin  and  lands  on 
the  pillow.  "Okay,"  I  say  as  I  recall  a  huge 
black  wrecking  ball  pounding  into  Ramsey 
less  than  a  year  before. 

"You  know.  Grandma  and  I  are  so  proud 
of  you,"  Grandpa  reminds  me  as  his  wrinkled 
eyelids  once  again  meet  his  cheeks. 

"I  love  you.  Grandpa"  is  all  I  know  to 
say,  so  I  whisper  it  and  plant  a  tiny,  tender 
kiss  on  my  grandfather's  leathery  cheek. 

Grabbing  my  old  doll  Tammy  by  the 
few  strands  of  hair  she  has  left,  I  sink  down 
deep  into  the  curve  of  the  white  wicker  rock- 
ing chair  that  Grandpa  once  made  me  and 
rock  as  hard  as  I  can.  I  know  that  someday  I 
will  have  to  face  the  reality  of  my  grand- 
father's death.  Tonight,  though,  it  is  enough 
just  to  hear  the  sound  of  his  uneasy  breath- 
ing and  his  weak,  feeble  voice.  There  is  still 
nothing  more  beautiful  than  the  sound  of  my 
grandfather's  voice. 

Stephanie  Stabler 
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Bobby  Gilbert 
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The  sweet,  cool  smell  rises  from  the  basement 

where  I  have  never  been. 

Where  she  worked  continuously 

with  her  cracked  face 

and  protruding  heels. 

The  Maytag's  humm  and  bang  would  force  her 

to  shuffle  slowly  across  the 

cool  gritty  floor 

of  her  musty  world. 

Striped  crickets  would  splat 

around  her  soles,  wildly  dancing 

at  the  chance  to  serenade  her 

the  way  Dad  never  did. 

His  tired  briefcase  smile  and  credit  cards  would  head 

upstairs  too  soon, 

To  slide  bored  across  Persian  rugs 

into  his  evening  news. 

Caroline  Hopkins 
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Suzy  Hornung 
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A  REALLY  GOOD  POET,  WRITING 

God  said 
"Light,  be" 
And  light  was. 

God  said 
"Through  me 
Light  be." 
And  I  was  light. 

"God,"  said  I     , 
"Through  me 
Light  be." 
And  light  was  L 

God  said, 
Through  me 
"Light  be." 
And  light  was. 

"God,"  said 
Light,  "Be 
Through  me." 
And  light  was  God. 

God  said,  "Be." 
And  I  was. 

Teresa  Reed 
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Richard  Feaster 
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PATHOLOGICAL 

Little  remains  of  the  afternoon, 

And  I  fail  to  see  the  point  of  work, 

The  nightly  news. 

The  recent  African  famine, 

Glaciers, 

The  approaching  nuclear  holocaust. 

The  newest  war  on  drugs. 

And  my  dog's  hopeful  wagging. 

Sitting  massive,  gilt-edged  in  the  bookcase, 

The  Complete  Works  of  Longfellow 

Stops  my  eyes. 

Life,  he  sung,  was  real  and  earnest. 

That  candle  wax  was  also  real. 

Spilling  upon  his  wife's  hems. 

And  in  his  frantic,  singed  arms 

She  went  shrieking  up  in  flames. 

Last  month  my  infant  son  died. 

The  pathogenesis  unknown  and  swift. 

At  times  I  have  a  strange  telepathy  — 

When  natural  laws  desert  the  house, 

Rattling  the  pathways  of  my  psyche. 

It's  then  the  world  reveals  its  queerness. 

And  at  1  a.m., 

I  hear  his  swing  move  a  click  or  two. 

Things  are  unexplained  — 

The  beading  of  a  mother's  milk, 

The  randomness  of  a  spiritual  path, 

The  stopping  of  a  baby's  heart. 

In  the  pathos  of  creation  are  joys. 

Ever  nascent,  strange,  mute. 

And  while  I  cling  to  paths  of  metaphor 

—  This  world  is  fragile,  open,  rare. 

William  Ramsey 
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HANK  WILLIAMS'  GRAVE 


He  was  the  first  sex  symbol  in  country 
music.  His  mother  gave  him  his  first  music 
lessons,  teaching  him  gospels  and  hymns 
when  he  was  only  six.  He  was  an  earthy 
man.  He  was  Hank  Williams  — THE  shaper 
of  modern  country  music.  This  same  young 
man  who  organized  the  Drifting  Cowboys 
for  playing  at  Montgomery  barn  dances  soon 
shot  to  fame  in  Nashville's  Grand  Ole  Opry. 
In  his  six  year  career  he  recorded  over  125 
songs  and  performed  for  several  radio  pro- 
grams. But  he  had  problems  handling  in- 
stant success,  as  he  also  had  problems  with 
alcohol,  women,  and  drugs.  His  marriage 
was  collapsing,  he  had  a  heart  condition,  and 
his  back  ached  from  two  slipped  discs.  He 
wanted  something  fresh  in  his  life  — so  he 
remarried  on  the  stage  of  the  New  Orleans 
Auditorium  as  part  of  his  performance.  But 
on  his  way  to  an  Ohio  concert,  he  died  in  the 
back  of  his  Cadillac.  In  the  auditorium  where 
he  was  to  appear  the  spotlight  focused  on  an 
empty  stage,  while  his  recorded  voice  gently 
sang,  "Praise  God,  I  Have  Seen  the  Light." 

I  stood  by  his  grave,  as  over  twenty 
thousand  of  his  admirers  had  on  the  day  he 
was  buried.  Even  in  their  grief,  they  must 
have  been  awed.  He  was  planted  in  one  of 
the  oldest  Civil  War  cemeteries  in  Mont- 
gomery. Compared  to  the  crumbling  head- 
stones and  plain  white  crosses.  Hank 
Williams'  grave  site  is  quite  a  monument. 

His  grave  rests  on  a  large  cement  plat- 
form covered  with  astro-turf.  His  beloved 
second  wife  rests  beside  him.  Two  marble 
slabs  lie  flat  on  the  platform  where  the 
caskets  were  placed.  Above  them  tower 
smooth  headstones,  each  properly  orna- 
mented: A  cheerful  cowboy  leans  against 
Hank's  name,  while  a  pert  cowgirl  skips  next 
to  Billie  Jean's  name.  Engraved  cowboy 
boots  decorate  the  lower  corners  of  the 
headstones. 

A  row  of  marble  blocks  stretch  in  front 
of  the  tombstones,  each  displaying  a  title  to 


one  of  his  popular  songs.  The  first  block  is 
naturally  titled,  "Move  It  On  Over,"  his  first 
success.  It  is  followed  by,  "Moanin'  the 
Blues,"  "Hey  Good  Lookin',"  "Baby,  We're 
Really  in  Love,"  "Your  Cheatin'  Heart,"  and 
"Honky  Tonk  Blues."  A  cemented  cowboy 
hat  sits  before  the  blocks.  I  wondered  if  it 
was  the  hat  he  actually  wore  as  he  sang, 
"Happy,  Rovin'  Cowboy,"  his  eyes  closed, 
crouching  over  the  microphone,  bending  his 
knees  up  and  down  to  the  rhythm,  occasion- 
ally twitching  his  hip  .  .  . 

I  felt  guilty  for  treading  on  such  a 
monument.  I  was  tracking  mud  on  his  astro- 
turf— and  I  didn't  even  bring  flowers.  But 
some  loyal  fans  had  placed  various  plastic 
blooms  around  his  headstone.  His  family 
even  had  the  grace  to  install  a  convenient 
picnic  table  only  a  few  yards  away  (on  astro- 
turf,  of  course). 

Soon  I  had  to  step  aside.  A  group  had 
come  to  see  the  grave,  and  their  little  son 
wanted  his  picture  taken  between  the  two 
headstones.  He  was  from  Nashville,  where 
Hank  Williams  himself  had  lived  for  years. 
He  could  show  his  friends  in  Tennessee 
proof  that  he  had  stood  in  the  actual  place 
where  Hank  Williams  was  buried.  They 
would  envy  him. 

Touched  by  such  a  display  of  dedication, 
I  decided  it  was  time  to  leave.  I  drove  past 
the  old,  crumbling  graves  of  the  1800s, 
noting  the  beauty  of  their  simplicity.  When 
I  came  to  the  end  of  the  drive  that  opened 
onto  the  main  road,  I  noted  a  sign.  Beside 
Hank  Williams'  face  the  sign  read,  "This  is 
the  place  where  Hank  Williams  — Father  of 
Country  Music  — rests."  Below  it  was  a 
quote  from  his  song:  "Praise  God,  I  Have 
Seen  the  Light." 

I  say  praise  God  astro-turf  wasn't 
around  in  the  1800s. 

Rhonda  Richards 
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Le  Ann  Shady 
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Joel  Kitchens 


''Luv  That  Ragtime 
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UPON  SATURDAY'S  MIDNIGHT 

Red  sequins  slur 

past  her  face. 

Black  leather  sHdes 

smoothly  over  silk 

to  meet  three  inches 

of  red  heel. 

A  Budweiser  pop  top 

and  the  quarter  from  her  mother 

fall  out  in  the  process. 

As  she  brushes  her  hair, 

she  recoils  in  distaste 

at  the  smell  of  smoke  — 

or  was  it  his  cologne? 

She  laughs  as  she  notices 

a  trace  of  color 

miraculously  still  on  her  lips  — 

"Ravenous  Passion  Red," 

it  said  on  the  tube. 

As  twelve  chimes  toll, 

she  quickly  wipes  it  away 

with  a  clean  white  Kleenex. 

Her  black  satin  camisole 

gives  way  to  flannel  nightgown 

and  the  discarded  pile  at  her  feet 

is  stuffed  deep  down 

in  the  back  of  a  dark  closet. 

She  hangs  her  Sunday  white  pinafore 

on  the  valet 

to  wait  for  tomorrow. 

She  crawls  into  bed, 

this  time  more  slowly, 

but  even  as  she  says 

her  soft,  flannel  prayers, 

she  can  feel  her  Saturday  night  remnants 

deep  in  the  dark  night 

burning  with  shame  — 

"Ravenous, 

Passion  Red"  shame. 

Stephanie  Stabler 
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Michelle  Gibson 
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Amy  Stevens 
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LYNN  ARNOLD  is  a  junior  from  Sylacauga.  Most  know  her  as  a  sensible 
biology  major;  however,  during  certain  phases  of  the  moon  she  changes  into  a  rag- 
ing thesbian. 

COLLIN  ASMUS  is  looking  for  a  haircut  that  will  please  him. 

COLLETTE  BARRETT  is  Quad's  prose  editor  who's  mind  has  been  sub- 
jected to  all  sorts  of  stories.  We  are  happy  to  say  she  has  become  a  better  person 
due  to  this  experience. 

NEEL  FARRAR  is  a  senior  psychology  major  from  Birmingham.  This  is  his 
first  time  to  be  published  in  the  Quad. 

RICHARD  FEASTER  is  an  art  major  from  Tennessee. 

PAMELA  FINK  is  a  senior  English-history  major  who  is  in  the  process  of 
becoming  certified  to  teach  high  school  classes. 

MICHELLE  GIBSON  is  a  sophomore  art  major.  She  has  had  work  shown  in 
the  Atchison  Gallery,  Student  Shows  at  the  Birmingham  Museum,  and  the  Jewish 
Community  Center. 

BOBBY  GILBERT  is  a  junior  from  Huntsville.  One  of  his  hobbies  is  photog- 
raphy, the  other  is  not  suitable  for  publication. 

TED  HAIGLER  makes  this  his  second  issue  of  Quad  to  be  published  in. 

DAWN  HASKEW'S  print  is  seen  on  the  cover.  When  asked  to  comment  on 
her  art,  she  merely  quipped,  "Oh  Lord." 

CAROLINE  HOPKINS  is  a  sophomore  from  Birmingham. 

SUZY  HORNUNG  is  a  foreign  student  from  Pennsylvania.  This  is  her 
second  year  as  art  editor  of  Quad. 

JOEL  KITCHENS  is  a  senior  history  major  with  a  flair  for  photography. 

CHRIS  LEE,  originally  from  Dothan,  is  a  sophomore  who  is  studying 
biology.  He  told  us  that  he  would  like  to  dedicate  his  poem  to  Michelle. 

SHANNON  MANTHEY  states,  "I  don't  know  what  I'm  doing." 

CHRIS  McDonald  is  the  Quad  poetry  editor.  She  is  a  senior  psychology 
major  from  Birmingham,  soon  to  be  graduate  school  bound. 
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TOM  MOSS  is  a  crazy  art  major  from  "over  the  mountain."  This  is  his  first 
appearance  in  Quad. 

JUDY  RANELLI  is  a  senior  English  major  from  Birmingham.  She  is  also 
lead  guitarist  for  the  band  Vacation  Bible  School. 

TERESA  REED  is  a  junior  English  major  from  Livingston. 

RHONDA  RICHARDS  is  a  native  of  Birmingham.  At  Southern,  she  is  study- 
ing English  and  history  to  prepare  for  a  degree  in  secondary  education. 

SUZANNE  SCHMITH  hopes  to  win  a  Pulitzer  Prize  one  day.  If  not,  she 
always  has  her  talents  of  dancing  and  photography  to  fall  back  on. 

LE  ANN  SHADY  is  about  to  enter  the  real  world  with  her  art  and  business 
major. 

RACHEL  SOUTHWORTH  is  senior  printmaking  major  from  sunny  Florida. 
She  is  presently  on  the  Southern  Accent  staff. 

STEPHANIE  STABLER  is  a  sophomore  from  Montgomery.  Over  Interim 
she  ventured  from  the  land  of  "Southern  Comfort"  t-shirts  into  the  land  of  leather 
jackets  and  black  boots:  Italy. 

AMY  STEVENS  is  a  sophomore  art  major  from  Decatur. 

HEATHER  WEST  is  a  junior  Angel  Flight  member  from  Birmingham.  This 
is  her  second  appearance  in  the  Quad. 

MARI  WHETSTONE  is  a  junior  art  education  major  from  Birmingham. 
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IMPRESSIONS 

One  tree, 

mimicking  fire  in  springtime 
splashes  its  leaves 

against  darker  green 
and  a  violet  sky. 

Chris  MacDonald 


DENSE  AS  WHITE 

Today  the  world  is  dense  as  white 

and  should  I  cut  it 

with  knife  of  ice 

the  inwards 

outwards  spill  — 

as  separated  egg  from  shell. 

Colette  Barrett 
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